CHARLES   FROHMAN

to sit and smoke. On the lawn he indulged in his only
exercise, croquet, frequently with Barrie or Captain
Scott, who died in the Antarctic, and Haddon Chambers
who lived near by. Often he went with his hostess to
feed the chickens.

But wherever he went he carried plays. No matter
how late he retired to his room, he read a manuscript
before he went to bed. He probably read more plays
than any other manager in the world.

Frohman went to Marlow nearly every Saturday in
summer. His custom was to alight from the train at
Slough, where Miss Chase would meet him in her car
and drive him over to Marlow, where they lunched at
The Compleat Angler, a charming inn on the river.

Miss Chase sometimes playfully performed the office
of manicure for Frohman. Once when she was in Paris
he sent her this telegram:

Nails.

Whereupon she wired back:
I am afraid you will have to bite them.

Frohman then sent her the telegram by mail, and
under it wrote:

I have.

Of all spots in England, and for that matter in all
the world, Charles loved Marlow best. It is typical of
the many contrasts in his crowded life that he would
seek peace and sanctuary in this drowsy English town
that nestled between green hills on the banks of the
Thames. He always said that it framed the loveliest
memories of his life.
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